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And she was parcel of my peril.

Robert Stuart.                           Ay!

You said so to her?

Darnley.               She will not say I did.

Robert Stuart.    Plight not your faith to that; I am

assured

You said so, and so lied; and this last time
I bind you yet to meet me on this cause
Or bear the lie about you as a badge.

Darnley. By God, I will grow strong to fight with you.

Robert Stuart.    If I shall see your living face again,
It shall be as mine enemy's; foot to foot
And hand to mortal hand we twain will meet,
Or ere the day dawn I shall see you dead.

Darnley.   I am like to die, then? and your warlike

words

Have so much iron in them, and your heart
Such daring to provoke one wellnigh dead?
I wist your tongue would move more tenderly
If I had now my strength of natural hand
And body to bear arms : but these shall come,
And you change face and lower your look to see.

Robert Stuart.    I will abide my peril; do you the

like,

You shall do wisely; should I say, farewell.
It were to bid you fare not as they do
Who are of your kind or of your fortune; yet
I bid you, sir, fare better than I think.              [Exit.

Darnley.    Ay, you think venomously.    What hour
to-day